FEAR

manly thing to do, and to teach the lad better manners
Herr Wagner told his son that neither he nor his sister
would go to the party. It was a very crestfallen pair that
finally withdrew, comforted only by the thought of their
common misery.

Husband and wife were alone, and it was borne in
upon Irene that now, if ever, she could confide her
troubles, taking her daughter's misconduct as an excuse
for opening the discussion. She would put in a plea for
the little girl, and if he took the suggestion kindly she
would know whether to venture upon an explanation of
her own troubles.

"I say, Fritz, are you serious about not allowing the
poor darlings to go to-morrow? They'll both be awfully
cut up, especially Helen. She did not do anything so
terrible after all Why are you set on punishing her?
Don't you think you are being a trifle over-severe?
Aren't you sorry for her?"

He looked at her steadily.

"Sorry for her? Yes, I was; but now she no longer
needs sympathy. Her heart is lighter for the punishment,l
though of course she's grieved to miss the party. Yester-
day she was to be pitied because all the time we were
hunting for the broken scraps of rocking-horse and were
wondering who could be the culprit she was aching with
suspense, knowing that sooner or later all would be dis<-
covered. Fear is much worse to bear than punishment,
because the latter is something tangible. There is noth-
ing more trying than to be in a state of tension. The
sentence I pronounced on my girlie snapped the strain,
and she immediately felt relieved. Don't be mislead by
the child's tears. They've been there all the time,
repressed within; now she can cry to her heart's content;
there's nothing to hide. Tears hurt horribly so long as
they are pent up. . . .'*

Was he speaking about his wife or his daughter? Irene